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A fine support! Swinging round past Auerstadt
in the direction of Apolda the unhappy main army of
Prussia had to seek support in the confused and panic-
stricken mobs of the rearguard scurrying away as fast
as they could, pursued by Murat's slashing sabres, and
already struggling far from the field of Jena. Main
army and vanguard became inextricably mixed.
The confusion was barely imaginable. By evening all
was over but the running. The pitiless pursuit con-
tinued far into the night, and indeed for the next few
days. The Great Frederick's army, the model of
discipline, the terror of Europe, had ceased to be.
Another Power had fallen. Berlin lay open to
Napoleon, and again he seemed justified in that over-
weening claim that any thought of resisting him was a
proof of the weakness of the human mind.

Military genius he displayed at every point, but
his highest genius was shown in placing Davout and
Bernadotte far away forward on his right to check the
Prussian retirement, the direction of which he divined
by a kind of spiritual instinct. At the same time,
sitting there in the inn at Vierzehn Heiligen, where the
storm of the battle had passed northward soon after
four o'clock eighty years ago, I did not forget that,
owing to Davout's genius in striking with a far inferior
force right across the direction of the main Prussian
army's retirement, he had given his master a great
and devastating victory instead of a local success
which must have been followed up with speed by
tired troops, and probably with heavy loss at the
passages of the Saale and the Elbe. We read that in
private letters to Davout Napoleon acknowledged this
vast debt, though in public, in accordance with his
nature, he took the whole glory of the day on himself.
Davout's blow was decisive, and historians still speak